CHAPTER IX

THE  MOUNTAIN STAIRCASE

YE Gods, how it rained.

"You can't possibly go to-day/5 said our host. "If
you had arrived yesterday, as you intended, it would
have been all right. We had no rain until this morning.
The roads will be impassable by now."

Not to be turned from our purpose, at five the next
morning we collected our scattered senses and wrapped the
D.P. into his overcoat and rugs, to prepare for the mountain
heights we hoped soon to climb. We gave a pretty girl
a lift into the town, whence she wanted to sketch the angry
dawn.

"I feel like Young Lochinvar," said the D.P. "Wish
you weren't here."

We felt the same, but were not equal to an argument
at five o'clock in the morning.

"Two's company, Sir," we said significantly. "Would
you like me to drop her first, and come back for you ?"

He snorted.

"What? Leave this innocent child to your nefarious
designs? This sweet young lamb to a sheep in wolf's
clothing?"

"Mary will not mind, Sir," we ventured hopefully.

"Mary? How d'you know her name is Mary, you young
rascals?"

"Intuition, Sir," we replied vacantly.

The D.P. as a saviour of innocent maidenhood was in
his element* Obviously we were not going to be allowed
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